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The Shirt-Make 



















































The Magic Billiard Ball." 










The Ghost Ship.* 


BY C. A. BOUDEN. 

T was early in the spring of 1907 that a most 
remarkable experience occurred to me, so re¬ 
markable indeed, that 1 lost no time in narrat- 

Wise men have looked askance at me while I 
recounted it, and fools have laughed, yet, not 
daunted, 1 offer this tale to the world, to ridicule or believe as it 
will. 

Ever since a boy I have been fond of the sea. Its vastness, its 
strength and even its loneliness have always attracted and fasci- 

Many were the days I spent on its great, heaving bosom, even 
before I reached my teens—fishing, sailing or rowing. When 
quite young I learned to sail, and by the time that I was eighteen 
I was an expert. I shipped before the mast on a lumber schooner 
for two years, studied navigation and at twenty-five was first mate 
on the schooner Frances Howard of San Francisco. I have since 
acted in the capacity of first officer on the passenger steamers ply¬ 
ing between San Francisco and Japan, and it was on my return 
from one of these trips that my story begins. 

For two years I had been running back and forth between here 
and the Orient without missing a voyage, and it was on the home 
bound run in February of this year that I decided, as I paced the 
bridge on my night watch, to take a vacation, something that I had 
not done for twelve years, since I had left my father’s roof. So, as 
soon as we made port and I could leave, I went to the offices of 
the company and made arrangements to have them put another 
in my place for the next six months. 

I then took a car out to my father’s house on Devisidero Street. 

The old people were delighted to learn that I was to be with 



















where I poured him out a glass of spirits 
nd where the bright cabin light seemed to 

e night passed peacefully and at six in the 

fter my all night vigil and soon dropped 
iber, from which I did not awaken until 













The Fire Dutchman.* 










at one of the six was beginning to lag. 
; happened. The lagging animal plunged 
if in terror of a hissing whip-lash. The 










“ fairness ” and had wished me i 
promising me the good offices of 
Canby was a tall, gaunt, hi 
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that he would involuntar 
he had listened to the ph; 







Moreover, there was a steady, insistent, weirdly unpleasant at¬ 
traction at work upon him, something impelling him to leave, 
drawing him as if by unseen threads, out of his room and down on 
to the street Whither was it calling him ? He felt it, but could 

penesthesia i Hysteria? He hardly thought so. It must be the 
weather. He started to ring for some coffee, and then bethought 


There was no sun, no clouds. He glanced at his watch, but his 

twenty minutes to twelve. More than likely, he concluded, it was 
twenty minutes to twelve. In that case he had slept exactly eight 

He marveled at the untrustworthiness of his eyes; a slight fog 






this morning 'i — up ladder after ladder, triumphantly 
, amazed at his own bravery. Where was his hypsophobia 
hat would he do when he reached that platform ? He did 


breeze, exultant, glorious in the high 
up there ! He looked over toward 
gaily. It seemed to him that he was a 
in the ether, rinsed by all the purity 
joyous, sustained, swooping gently in j 
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good working order, about yon, do you?’ The Prof got 
in a good humor immediate. 

“ ‘ Come along,’ he said with broad smiles, ‘ I know a way 
down.’ And he did, a little narrow, dizzy trail wound around 
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I his speed. I never saw a i 
were literally standing out 
ide open. He reached my s 













grasped by the barrel in the right hand, 9tood Nathan. IIis back 
was turned to me; he was quivering from head to foot, as if with 



































Corvo was deeply enamored c 
Maria Chagas, daughter of Do 
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The Hall of Dreams.* 







































The Espy Curse.* 

































hungry, wistful eyes, and 
the slightest provocation. 





























ally from the shelves. T1 
and captains ; a trophy of 
and fixed against the wall 








His eyes were absolutely devoid of expression. They were as 
hard and bright and meaningless as agates. 

Finally he pulled himself together and spoke ; and his voice 
was as expressionless as his eyes ; it was devoid of tone, or timbre, 
or whatever you call it. It was simply an utterance. It was 
without personality in it, — level and flat and dead as that of an 
automaton ; and yet it thrilled you, unaccountably, disagreeably. 
You felt as though the speaker’s experiences had taken him 
beyond the point where anything could ever move him again ; 
he simply accepted things : that was all. 

“ You see what I was once.” He opened his shabby coat, — 
and on a slender chain running across his chest there hung a little 












































in those days for mere existence, — the lowest and most degrading. 
I was stevedore on the docks, helper in stables, common laborer 
on the streets. I was exposed to countless risks, — and yet for 
awhile there was nothing serious enough to meet my need. Ex¬ 
posure «nd exhaustion, bad food, stimulants, — they ought by 
rights to have wrecked me : instead they toughened me. I began 
to regard myself as reserved for the one supreme occasion, the 
great moment when would come a spectacular test between instinct 







ally. Time 




rungs, and directed their : 
jlare was brightest. But 


























was in waiting, the glow of the fire increasingly bright behind him. 
It was scarcely a foothold that he gained in this way ; but with 
incredible agility and daring, he let go his hold upon the cornice, 
at the same moment doubling his body like lightning, and bringing 
feet and hands together for a single second. It was only for a sec¬ 
ond ; but as his toes slipped from their precarious resting-place, 
his hands seized it ; and he hung at full length again over the 
street, but suspended this time within easy reach of the broad sill. 













lift them! See! The table is really moving!” 

We all felt it slipping beneath our fingers. Then, it slowly 
rocked, stopped, and again back and forth it swayed, making 

up through my arms to my shoulders, and a sudden wave of pe¬ 
culiarly chill air swept through the room, while our priestess 

“ Hush! Oh, hush! ” she whispered, and then gravely asked — 


























































Adolfo Spinelli from taking the third of the Crivalli prizes, in 
the year 1903, as he probably would have done, if he could have 
laid hold, by his magic arts, of another weird theme. 

The symphony, which Giuseppe offered, received the award, 
among forty competitors; and, — what was more unexpected,— 
the death of the rich old uncle placed in his niece’s hands the 
bulk of his hoarded fortune — some fifty thousand lire, which 














The Man Who Dreamed the Fu 



















he was a bank official. This caused him to remember that he 
should be playing another part; so he arose abruptly, paid his 
bill and hurriedly left the cafe. He was decidedly un-nerved 
and once outside he was faced with the necessity of doing some¬ 
thing that would help him to forget in the meantime who he 
really was. He pulled his hat well down over his eyes and 
glanced furtively along the street. Then a hand was laid lightly 
on his shoulder and he turned quickly to find himself facing the 



























1 by the unwinking stare of the Hindoo, 
e, rapidly surrounding her, calmed her, 







'ou mu t it«ii questioniiij 

















philosophical spirits who 
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